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Valse  Moderato  (Slowly) 


Rio  Nights  *■ 

(The  Dreamiest  of  Dreamy  Waltzes) 
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Words  and  Music  by 

ELMER  VINCENT  and 
FISHER  THOMPSON 
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When  night  hasfal-len  down  in  dear  old  Ri 


Down  in  dreamy  old  Bra  -  zil 
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man  -  ties  hide  the  hill  -  tops,  There  beside  the  south- ern  sea; .  At  this  bewitching  hour  Beneath  an  old  rose 
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bower,  Some-bo  -  dy  there  is  lonesome  just  for  me.. 


Ri  -  o  nights  are  full  of  si-lent  splen 
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When  the  tropic  moon  is  in  the  sky 


I  keep  growing  fonder,  Ev  -Vy  time  I  wan-der,With  amaidwho  is  so  sweet  and 


shy, .  Ro  -  man  -  tic  Ri-o  weaves  a  spell  a  round  you;  Gold  -  en  hours  we  spent  so  bright  and  gay, 


You  justwantto  spoon,  Part-ingcomestoosoon,  When  you  linger  down  that  Ri- o  way 
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When  night  has  fallen  down  in  dear  old 


o,  Down  in  dreamy  old  Brazil; 


The  one  I  call  my  own,  Is  now  no  more  a- lone,  I  sit  be-side  her 


there  when  all  is  still . The  flee-  cy  clouds  like  man-ties  hidethe  moon  -  light  Out  be-  yond  the  har -bor  lights;. 


But  at  this  wooing  hour,  We  sit  beneath  our  bower,  XJ  -  ni  -  ted  once  a  -  gain  on  Ri-o  nights. 


